FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

Sulphurous steam was exuding from the rotten crusted ground
at various points, a cold spring in one place, a boiling one in
another, with pools of boiling mud here and there. A Maori
village sits on the top of all this, and the steam coming out of the
ground is used to cook with. If One vent dries up, another opens
somewhere else, possibly right under one of the huts. In this case
the latter is merely moved somewhere else, unless, of course, it
has been blown sky high, which is quite a usual occurrence.

Geysers gush up at intervals here and there; one of them was
called the "Prince of Wales/3 A golf-links provides unusual
hazards in the shape of boiling mud pools, in which it is definitely
a question of lost ball if it goes in.

In the evening we attended a Maori concert, and I heard, for
the first time, the famous canoe song to the accompaniment of
the Poi, a sort of castanette consisting of two woolly balls on a
string which the Maori girls manipulate in beautiful soft rhythm
as they sing their traditional song, sitting down as if in a canoe.
Centuries before, the Maoris3 ancestors were Polynesian migrants
who found their way to New Zealand in their big canoes.

I flew away from Rotorua to Auckland off a very restricted
airfield with a one-way take-off, and that was over the cemetery.
Our Vega Gull did not have much to spare, and to crash in a
cemetery on the edge of what must obviously be the entrance to
the nether regions held no great attraction for me.

Auckland, with its lovely harbour, was delightful, and like
Sydney and Hobart must be a yachtsman's paradise. The Pan-
American Pacific Clipper had arrived from San Francisco via
Honolulu and one or two South Sea Islands. I saw the con-
struction in progress of two large aerodromes in readiness for the
Wellington bombers, which had been ordered for the New
Zealand Air Force.

Next day Donald Banks and I flew on to New Plymouth down
the west coast. Mount Egmont, with its white cap cover, stood
out clearly when we were yet nearly a hundred miles away. The
airfield at New Plymouth was the finest I saw in the North
Island and obviously capable of considerable further extension.
The officials who met us and gave us lunch seemed to think that
New Plymouth stood out as the future main terminal airport
of New Zealand for aeroplanes arriving from Australia.

A beautiful flight from New Plymouth along the coast past
Wantganui brought us back to Wellington and here I said good-bye
to the members of the Air Mission and joined the United Kingdom
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